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THE SCENERY

Of the Earth in the Carbon-
iferous Ages,

As Seen by a Spirit From the
Red Planet Mars,

———t

Which Spirit, in an Unguarded Moment,
Dropped Right Dewn In Our
Midst and Told a Dream-
er All About It

A Paper of Great lnterest and Hare Lit.
erary Merit Road Before n Recent
Mooting of the Ohsatanqun Cirele,

On a chill November evening, not long
ago, I sat before the grate in my stundy
vaguely consciot¥ of & feeling of snug
comfort imparted by the glowing embers
of the coal fire.

While so situsted—reclining at ease
in my comfortable arm-chajr—I fell to
mnusing upon the vast energies imprison-
ed in the black lnmpa of carbon that I
had heaped upon the fire—energies that,
et free and guided by the intelligence
of man, are capable of supplying the
power requisite to put in motion all the
millions of wheels in the thousands of
factories whose furnace fires burn by
night and by day all over the world—
energies that send the fast mail and awift
oxpress trains and long processions of
frelghts, laden with the wealth of a na-
tion, with the speed of the wind across
the contiuent, and with like speed pro-
pel the floating palaces of the Atlantio
upon their journies to and fro between
the shores of the Old and the New
Worlds. Outside, the rain from a leaden
sky came pattering down upon the fresh-
ly fallen leaves; the wind sighed drear-
fly through the leafless branches of the
trees; the twilight deepened, and my
musing mood grew more profound; the
consciousness of my surroundings be-
came more vague and dreamy still. My
thonghts no longer came in logical re-
quence, but were merged in a confusion
of fanciful mental images born of an
exhuberant imagination released from
the control of the reasoning faculties and
the will,

Up to this time I had been alone in
the room, but gradually I became aware
of a presence by my side—a strange
presence, that awed me at first, but on
venturing to look up I heheld by the
dim light of the fading embers—not an

- armed burglar nor a flerce robber, but

the shadowy outlines of the tall form of
a man apparently about forty-five years
years of age. His mien was dignified
and commanding. and I observed that
he wore & sort of military cloak, of vory
peculiar fashion, the folds of which com-
pletely enveloped his graceful figure.
His head was bare, and hia brown, wavy
hair fell almost to his shoulders; his
eyes were large, dark and piercing; his
face smooth shaven and his features sin-
gulerly handsome.

Altogether, the bearing and sppear-
ance of my strange visitor was such as
to impress me with the idea that he was
a man of fine intelligence and a refined
and agreeable gentloman, There was,
however, an indescribable something in
his sppearance and manner (notwith-
standing his almost youthful features)
that was suggestive of a long-gone age—
ol & remote antiquity—of the mysteries
of dead centarles.

While I was engaged in making these
observations, my visitor moved forward
and took up & position on the hearth in
front of the fire, where he stood with
arms folded across his breast and his
gaze turned full upon me—not curiously
—not inqusitively, but with an express-
jon upon his face which indicated that
he only waited my address before pro-
ceeding to give an account of himself
and the reasons for his singular visit,

When I had recovered in a slight de-
gree from the amazement at the cool as-
surance with which my visitor bad in-
truded his presence unannoumeed upon
my privacy, I proceeded to address him
with an inquiry as to his name, and the
circumstance to which I was indebted

following story ! -

“It is not important,” he bagan, “that
1 should ‘annomnce to you my name, for
it is one of which you never heard be-
fore; but sinoe you bhave seen fit to re-
quest it, know, then, that my name,
when I was mortal like yoursell, was
Earaphael.

“Thirty millions of years ago my home
was on the red planet Mars, the brilllant
star that blases in your midnight sky
when your earth passes between it and
the sun, with & luster only surpassed by
that of the dassling Venus, or the mighty

“Dyring the latter years of my exist-
onoce on that planet, 1 dwelt in the ety

of Deimos, on the shore of DeLarne
Ocean, the city being the great metrop-
olis of that large continent lying under
the Martian Equator, upon which your
terrestrial astronomers have bestowed
the name of Maadler Land,

“Tho recent great progress made in
science on your planet has acquainted
you with the fact that Mars ia an older
world than Terra. In lact, as loag ago
aa thirty millions of years SBcience, Liter-
atare and the Arts had schieved a great-
or progress—physical, intellectual and
spiritual—on the 'Ruddy Planet’ than
has yet been dreamed of on the earth.
There the allotted span of a nortal life
is nine hundred years (and you will re-
member that the year of Mars is nearly
twice the length of the earth's year.)

“Physically powerful and mentally
brilliant, all the senses of the Martians
—when I dwelt on that planet—were a
thousand fold more acute than those of
the earth's inhabitants. Especially was
this true of the sense of vision, their
visual organs being so peculiarly con-
structed that a perfect image of even the
most distant orbs of the Bolar Bystem
was formed at a focal distance of twenty-
two inches from the eye, where the
smallest objects on the surfaces of those
orbe were as distinctly visible in their
true form and outline as if placed under
one of your microscopes.

‘'As you are wellaware, the Earth and
Mars at certain perinds are so situated
in their respective orbita that the dis-
tance separating them is leas than thirty-
five millions of miles, as in the year 1877
when your American astronomer, Prof.
Hall, by the aid of the great telescope in
your National Observatory at Washing-
ton, discovered the two tiny moons of
Mars, which were imagined and very nc-
curately deacribed by Bwiit's hero, Gul-
liver, more than s century before they
had been dreamerd of, asrealities, by your
savantis.

“On such ocoasions, objects on the
earth’s surface conld be seen with won-
derful clearness and aistinctness from
the red planet, as the great globe of the
earth flying along its orbit revolved upon
its axis, bringing in turn every part of
ita surface under our gaze.

“It was under such favorable circum-
stances as [ have described that I—thirty
millioas of years ago, while yet a dweller
in my distant home out yonder in apace
where the red light of Mars glows against
the dark background of the sky—was
induced to make a studyof the processes
then going on upon the earth whereby
those immense stores of carbon (which
you call coal) were heing accumulated
by thrifty Nature.

“Xs yon may well imagine, the earth
was not then as now-a world finished and
perfected, but untergoing the long and
slow procreses of development that were
requisite to bring about the conditions
that now prevail. Although ages, count-
less ages, had rolled away since ont of
primeval chaos, the formless fire mist
had condensed into a red-hot globe of
molten matter, and since the red-hot
globe had so far cooled beneath the
down-pouring torrents of the ‘primeval
storm’ as to permit the formation of a
solid crust.

“Eozoic time had passed away-the Hu-
ron and Cambrian, the Bilurian and De-
vonian strata all lay heavy on the Lan-
rentian rocks which had been the home
of Earth's earliest life as they are the
tombs of Earth’s earliest dead.

“The continents and islands of the
world, as they are now exhibited on your
maps, were then uniormed, and were it
possible to re-produce & map of the
earth’'s surface as it was then, not one
familiar feature would greet your eye.

“In the carboniferous age the shores
of the Atlantic Ocean extended from
Connecticut through Bouthern New York
and Northern Ohio, Indiana and Illinois
to what is now the great Valley of the
Mississippi.

“Then there was no great Appalachian
chain, for the Alleghenies had not as yet
been born of the sea,

“On the west the waves of the Pacific
Ocean surged and rolled over all the
western half of North America as far
east as the western boundary of Kansas,
and its restless billows dashed and foam-
ed over the places where now are the
slopes and snow-crowned summita of the
Rocky Mountains. While from the south
the Gulf of Mexico ‘jutted northwards
as far as Middle Iowa and rolled its
widening waters in a northwesterly di-
rection far toward the sources of the
Missouri River,’ where it met the cold
embrace of the icy waters of what is now
the Frosen Ocean of the North.

“Then the beantiful Ohio, the turbid
Missouri, the majestic Mississippi and
the rushing Niagars were as yet in the
far future of Nature's slowly-unfolding
plans. The interior of the continent, as
we then looked down upon it, was a vast,
low-lying plain, but recently emerged
from the ocean. It included all of that
region now known as Western Pennsyl-
vania, Western Virginis, the Btates of
Ohio, Indiana and Illinois, all except
their extreme northern portions, and
the whole of the States of Kentucky and
Tennemsee.

“All this great region was a level,
mamhy plain, spotted all over with fresh
water, lakes and lagoona.

The boundaries of that ‘island,’ as it ex-
isted then, and the evidences of its ex-
istence and character through all the
long, eventiul period of the carboniferous
age, are shown and farnished you now
by the formations and fossils of the Low-
et Silurian exposed nt the snrface.

"“All over this wide, marshy plain—
on the borders of its lakes and lagoens,
and even in the waters of tho shallower
lakes—grew vast unbroken {orests (often.
times hundreds of miles In extent) of
gigantic lepidodendrons, with singularly-
scarred bodies and sigillaria, with fluted
trunks, while upon every intervening
foot of soil & rank growth of flowerless
vegotation, conslsting of liuge ferns, club
mosses, rushes and conifers, grew and
flonrished in wild luxuriance,

“During the whole of this period, a
moist, warm, stifling atmeaphere, heavy
and thick with the deadly poison of car«
bonlc aeid, enveloped the earth. This
poisonous acid nournished and fed the
rank forest and shrob growths of that
age, and was thus eliminated from the
atmosphere and stored up in the bosom
of earth for the comfort and well-being
of Adam’s race.

“Through the rents in the thick clouds
and vapors that much of the time veiled
the sombre sky of that period, the solar
orb, then youngerand far more vigorous
than now, poured its floods of light and
intense heat to supplement the heat
from the earth’s interior, and still furth-
er stimulate the rapid growth of the rank
vegetation of the awampy plains, while
at night the condensing mists and ine-
phitic vapors hung like a pall over the
silent world, and the earth's satelite—
that you call the moon—could be seen
from our planet sailing through the sky,
a veritable spitfire with all the innumer-
able host of craters, that you now look
upon through your telescopes, in nctive
eruption and hurling their thonsands of
bombs in every direction in space.

“The frequent tempesta gathered in
the thickening air, and the howling of
flerce hurricanes and resistless torna-
does, the bellowing of volcanoes that
sprung blazing from ocean's depths, and
the awlal roar of the earthquake made
the music of Nature in that early day.

“At times in the throes of earth-
quakes thousands of square miles of
forest were swallowed up and sunk to
the depth of ten thousand feet and more.
The hurricanes and cyclones that swept
with wild fury overland and sep leveled
many millions of acres more of these
forest giants, and new forests grew rap-
idly above their prostrate forms to be in
a like manner leveled in their turn.

“Through long, long ages, these pro-
cesses of growth and accumulation were
continued, while the subsidence and
emergenceof the land, occurring in many
places, buried vast heaps and layere of
this fallen timber and vegetable debris
under other layers of sand, clay and
rocky detritus,

“Even to this day in the rocky shales
and sedimentary deposits, overlying and
intervening between the coal seams in
your mines, are preserved pictures of the
graceful forms of the ferns and giant
club mosses of that era lithographed and
fixed upon tablets of stone by Nature's
processes, with such matchless skill that
every detail, even to the slender nerves
with their characteristic bifurcations,
and all the ‘Veinings delicate and fibers
tender' of their leafage, is revealed to
the eye of the geologist. While upright
in the sand and soil of the youthful con-
tinent, into which they sank so many
ages ago, are the huge trunks of the
sigillaria and the lepidodendron occa-
sionally preserved. Embalmed—with a
skill infinitely superior to that which,
through the long lapse of forty centuries
down to the present time, preserved the
dead of ancient Egypt.

“But, during all the long years of the
carboniferous age, no flowers bloomed
in beauty, and no fraitful blossoms shed
their fragrance abroad on the murky air,
for the rank vegetation of that epoch
bore neither flower nor fruit. And,
although it covered all the plain with
its mantle of verdure, the werld was a
vast solitude.

“Then the sea was young and mighty
in its strength, but its waves rolled heav-
ily in and broke upon solitary shores;
and when the tempest, the earthquake
and the volcano were still, no sound
save their sullen murmurs interrupted
the dread universal stillness. For the
voice of man, the cry of brate and the
song of bird had not yet broken the
young earth's rest, and no living, breath-
ing thing tred the plains or penetrated
the dark fastnesses of the forests and
jungles of the island continents whose
shores were washed by the salt waters
of the all-embracing sea,

“Thean, ‘monster fishes swam the silent
main,’ and the inhabitants of the deep
wure earth's only living creatures. The
terrible sharks thut abounded in the tur-
bid waters pursued their leaser prey, the
descendants of the mall clad fishes of
the Deyonian Age, up to the very shores
of the swampy plain, and often in their
eager and cruel pursuit ventured into
the shallow waters of the numerous es-
tuaries where myarids of them perished
ignominiously, being unable to retreat;
and their remains, uncovered by the
miner's pick, enable the ichthyologists
of the nineteenth century to divine their
history and indicate true runk and
place among the orders of being that
have passed away, a8 well as their rels-
tion to anslogous, but greatly modified

they made their home mainly in the:
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depths of the sea, leaving but few traces

of their existonce on the land, where no
alr-breathing creatnre now known to yon
could have inhaled the noxious gases of

the atmoaphere for a single hour and
lived. Dot ‘this, nll thia, was in the
olden time long ago.'

“And there waa in it all the promise of
the fulfillment of a vast design by an

Omnipotent Creator.

“Thirty thousand centuries have glid-

ed by since the curtain was rung down

upon the closing scenes of the earbonif-
erous uge to rise again upon the era of

Mesoroic time. And cons upon eons
have rolled away since the Mesozoic was

merged in Cenesolc time, in the latter

stages of which the earth ‘received her
king' in the image of his Maker.
“During all of that vast period the for-
ests and ferns, the club mosses and
rushes of the

som, undergoing the chemical changes
and transformations which converted
them into carbon, that now sapplies your
home with light and warmth and com-
fort, and Irives the vast machinery of
commerce and trade throughont the
world.”

Here my visitor paused. “Go on, go
on,"” I said eagerly. *‘Tell me more con-
cerning the 'wonders of the prehistoric
ages'—of that shadowy past whose mys-
teries have hitherto remained hopelessly
sealed to all my mce."”

“No,"” he replied, *“J have done with
the padt, and the prosent claims your at-
tention. Time passes, and I came here
upon no mere vain or idle errand.

“In my wanderings in space, a disem-
bodied spirit, I often pass by your world.
Recently I learned of the discovery of
some of the immense stores of oil and
natural gas that underlie many portions
of your Btate, It was, however, with
great surprise that I learned that these
discoveries had been effected—not only
without the aid of your most expert,
practical geologists, but against their ad-
vice and their positive declarations that
oil and gas, in large quantities, had no
existence, and could not have existence
in the limestones of the lower silurian
strata.

“The practical demonstration of the
fallacy of their theory is now complete,
and they now know what I became aware
of millions of years ago, viz: that the
formations of the lower silurian contain
the whole of the supplies of these prod-
ucts of the coal period that underlie your
Btate. For, while I was yet in the flesh
on the Red Planet, I witnessed the form-
ation nf many of these vast reservoirs in
the silurian rocks while they were being
alternately upheaved and sunk by earth-
quake throes that racked the earth’s
whole frame.

“These immense reservoirs, filled as
they are with the gases and oils gener-
ated in Nature's retorts from decaying
animal and vegetable matter, are sources
of boundless wealth, and they exist in
many places; but it is easy to miss and
difficult to find them.

“*Quite recently I learned that some of
Hillsboro's enterprising citizens were
about to tap the earth here in the hope
that that they may be able to discover
the coveted treasures that were hidden
away in Nature's store-houses so long
ago.
“The town of Hillsboro is built almsst
upon the extreme northern limit of the
great silurian island, called by geologista
the “Cincinnati Ridge,” to which I have
before alluded. In its immedtate vicin-
ity are inexhaustible supplies of natural
gas and oil of the best quality ; but they
are peculiarly loeated, and can be found
only by the aid of one who, like myself,
beheld their foundations laid in the be-
ginning—

“Listen, then, for I am about to give
you most valuable information.

“About three miles from this spot, on
the farm of—

Here my strange visitor ceased ab-
ruptly, There was a rushing sound like
the noise of invisible wings in flight.
The room was suddenly filled with a
fiood of light.

The servant had lighted the gas, and I
awoke to hear her statement *‘that sup-
per had been on the table a quarter of
an hour, and would all be spoiled if I
didn't come at once,” H.A.P.
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There is more eatarrh in this section
of the country than all other diseases
put together, and wuntil the last few
years was supposed to be incurable.
For a great many years doctors pro-
nounced it a local disease, and preseribed
local remedies, and by constantly failing
to cure with local treatment pronounced
it incarable, Bcience has proven catarrh
to be a constitutional disease, and there-
fore requires a constitutional treatment.
Hall's Catarrh Cure, manufactured by
F. J. Cheney & Co., Toledo, Ohio, is the
only constitutional cure now on the
market, It is taken internally in doses
from 10 drops t6 a teaspoonful. It acts
directly upon the blood and mucus sur-
faces of the system. They offer ome
hundred dollars for any case it fails to
cure. Bend for circular snd testimonials,

Address, F. J. CHENEY & Co.,

Toledo, O.

#@rtold by W. R. Smen & Co, dec

When you are thinking of buying
holiday presents do not forget that a
copy of Hugh McNicol's Poems would
be & very desirable gift. Forasale at this

office ; price 85 cents.

e .
Ask your grocer for Forester's city but-

tor crackers. They are the best,

niferoun age have
been lying hidden away in earth's bo-

“8Y THE FIRE-LIGHT.”

Some Reflections Upon the
Returning Holidays,

By a Writer of Whom Hillsboro
and the Highland Hills
Are Justly Proud.

Shall it be prose or poetry? A ques-
tion not easy of solution, since the date
which by the common consent of man-
kind is celebrated as the birth-day of
our Saviour in human formn, has been
the subject of eulogy in both prose and
verse by immortal pens. Through the
long centuriea it has beon an old, yet
ever new theme, appealing to the con-
sideration of every finite being, and call-
ing to mind the historic event upon
which the eternal destiny of our race
hinges for weal or woe. Old as it is,
each heart will find its own mode of ex-
pression, and find its own charm and
magic in the anniversary of the day
when our Lord assumed an earthly shape,
and each soul may rest secure in the be-
lief that on the night preceding this an-
niversary all evil things retire to their
abodes of gloom and darkness and are
powerless to work harm to the true and
good.

The lithe and active forms of children
take renewed life, and their flashing
eyes shed gladness around, as they re-
tire on this night before Christmas, to
awake in eager expectation at the sound
of the morning bellsringing their paeans
of joy. The devout eldere, whether in
cottage or lordly mansion, feel a rever-
ence becoming the momentous occasion.
There are some grateful hearts whose
anthems of praise never cease, and “that
peace which passeth understanding” fills
their earnest souls. Onthe village streets
fond parents, with hurrying footsteps,
and lnden with presents for dear child-
ren, wend their homeward way. For
oine evening their thoughta are pure and
strangely human. They feel a kinship
with their fellow-beings. The mark of
little foot-prints is seen across the snowy
sea, where these little children have
been at play. Hasten in, oh, parents, and
let to-morrow bring anew to these fresh,
young spirits, the old-old story, and sun-
shine fall in joy and glee on the little
people and make this day the happiest
in all their lives in memory of Him who
said, “Suffer little children to come unto
me and forbid them not, for of sch is
the kingdom of Heaven."

Yes, it is Christmas Eve! Oh, friend,
has the hue from the fleeting rain-bow
which arches over the fountain of youth
vanished before your maturer sight?
Do the vesper chimes no longer make
music to your palled senses, and have
you no longing to hear the Matin bells
on Christmas morn? Have all recol-
lections of the olden times retreated in-
to vague obscurity, and do you not

*Bigh for the tonch of » vanished hand,
And the sound of & voice that is still "

Look in the soft, suffusing glow of the
firelight ; around the room, where books
on books stare upon you with meaning
gaze in serried ranks, and in spite of
your will, your dim musings have a tinge
of sadneses, why, you cannot tell. You
fvel the long drawn and ill-spent years
departing, and know that soon—very
soon—your voice will be silent in cham-
ber and hall, and your place vacant
among the haunts of men. You look
across the swelling river; you hear the
waves beating in the dark waters as you
near its shores, and you see also, as in a
vision, & golden hght streaming amid ita
sullen shadows, the blush of another
morn in veil of glittering sheen, and
you rejoice inthe hope of the Resurrect-
fon where once again the weary heart
shall greet, in everlasting joy, the crys-
tal fountains of perennial youth. And
so, musing this Christmas Eve (how
strang it is), you think ot summer and
June flowers—of humming bees and
birds of glittering plumage—oi green
woods and placid lakes, where lilies float
in snowy beauty—of wild roses on grassy
hills—of brooks and rills—of the wierd
legunds of childhood and shadows fit-
ting in hollows and dells, and seem to
bear, as in the days gone by, the wild
and joyous langhter of the companions
of your youth. Listen!—there is
the faint sound of music such as once
ensnared your soul to love, when life
held no base alloy of care or sorrow—
when the earth was Heaven and Heay-
en was earth, and in childbood's way-
wardness no retrospections harassed the
brain, and all was free as the singing
birds, chanting their orisons amid the
orchard's bloom. Onece more along the
old porch of childhood's home, the rays
of shining light glimmer in many a
curious maze ; the scent of the climbing
woodbine in its trellis, near the steps, is
walted on the evening air, and once
again you are at play in all the wanton
exuberance of youth., Y u see a face—
alas, of one you were too young to know
'ere immortality claimed her for its own,
It appears undimmed by guile, and im-
agination pictures it with a radiance
around the brow,—so tender, so full of
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' tn cadence and fill the apartment where
' the fire-light slowly fades away. On an
casel is the pictured face of The Madon-
na—Mary, the mother of our Lord
Your mother's name was Mary, mosi

every association in all languages and
among all people. Your mother haa
slept beneath the lettered marble for
long, long years. You could not know
her—{t isso long since, and you so young,
but you have created her image. You
have a picture on the brain—a concept-
ion in the heart, of how she looked on
earth and how she looksnow. The face
of your dreams is that of The Madonna.
Look at the portrait on the easel of her
who has been glorified by the painter's
art, into the loveliest of women. In it
any wonder that the followers of a great
church, the carliest to spring into being,
has bowed in worship to sosweet a coun-
tenance, looking benignantly irom can-
vasy, in gallery and cathedral, and whose
scnlptured form is the model for all that
is perfect and pure ?—The meilow fire

has burned lower—a shadowy presence
scems to pervade the room—the old
buried music makes refrain to the dream-
ing senses—n phantom hand caresses the
brow and the sonl renews its youth

again while the mottled fire-light waves

to and fro and the lonely wind grieves
by the casement panes. It is so real,

this memory, that the fantasies coined

by dreamy poet's brain, seem vain and

idle and the fevered cares of the world

but dim and shadowy myths. The night

is blessed and the silent orbs of sky

shine on in tranquil peace. The soul

has a childlike balm of rest when, amid

snows and chilling winter winds, it can

muse on blue-birds in the opening

spring, the robins on their vine-thatched

nesta and feel grateful to a Higher Pow-

er for all it has been and all it hopes to

be. Tosuchaone the jewelled gleam

of the throne above is plain, snd the de-

parted, with star-lit eyes, shed blessings

on the vigils of the night, and over all,

the calm, sweet face of The Madonna

hushes the spirit’s vain surmise, and

vanishes all mere speculative doubt.

Study her beauty in pictured guise,
glowing with love and light from the
Fountain Head. Who, studying the
picture of The Virgin Mother, with its
speaking eyes, can allow thoughts of
this poor, human world with its shams
and tinsel shows and vain pomps, to in-
trude? Let your heart have surcease of
sorrow and care, and listen to the crys-
talline chime ‘‘the runic rhyme" of your
songs of childhood.

Then hail! all hail Madonna ‘“‘thou
fairest among women" so human yet di-
vine! “Gems of purest ray serene’ are
likened unto thee and the cloud reach-
ing mountainsare a type of thy majesty.
In the green valleys of the sunny lands
of earth millions of devout people
worship at thy shrines, and Christians
everywhere glorify thy name as the ex-
emplar of perfect womanhood, and as
the medium of God's latest and crown-
ing covenant with man. Allthat genius
inspired by faith, conld achieve in Art
has culmination in thee, Madonna of
our affections. Who has not seen your
image in its multiform gnise from The
Annunciation to the Muater Dolorcsa—s0
familiar—sodivine?—who has not heard
of The Madonna della Seggiala in the Pitti
Palace, Florence? Hawthome says of
this: “To copy this Madonna, applica-
tion must be made five years before-
hand, 8o many are the artists who aspire
to copy it.”” But your copy is not this
one, nor is it by Raphael or Titian—she
does not stand among cherubims, nor on
the cloud, or on column of victory or
gilded altar. You have a simple head
enveloped in & hood from which the
calm face looks—an etching—yet to you
it isall that is beautiful, elegant and
pure. A symbol of divine woman. Who
first drew it? Perhaps it is a copy of
the head from the noted painting of Hans
Holbein, the younger, in the Dresden
Gallery. No connoisseur has passed on
itin judgment. An art critic might not
like it. Tastes differ and art criticiam is
often at fault. Bat to yor it is a gem.

‘ou find in it love, grace, dignity, intel-
lect and hope, You have studied the
face until it lingers in the memory and
haunts you with the thought of some-
thing seen in childhood and yeu have a
longing unutterable for immortality !
What shall it be, prose or poetry ?--

TO & PORTRAIT OF THE MADONNA,
1
Madonnas fairesti—Heaven's child!

The look from these seraphioc eyoes,
Impress cach soul, if unbeguiled,

With wonder and & sweet surmise
Of glory by faith's light fo see,

And dwell in sun-clad lands with thee !
IL
How lovely iu this piotured face,

How free from ill or boding barm,
How wondrons in its lines of grace,

Where soul of music seems $0 charm ?
Ab! would that thou could'st oniy speak,
Aund tell ma what I vainly seek,

IIL
Ie't pity in thy steady glance

Which seams 10 make & dumb sppeal,
To oune in fond and gazing trance,

Who thinks those eyes may vol reveal,
The dreams which like » distant star,
Mock us with halos from afar?

v,
Fair counterfeit—thy lips are mote,

Though vespers sound at Christmas tide,
Thy pure, calm thought, nons cun confale

Nor tarn from liquid orbe beside,
Whare dewy sunshine from sbove
Flood him who ean bus hope for love,

Y.
Be ever falv—thou only one,
Aadooms of the aky and carth,
Teach me the ills of life o shan,

And where the good bas birth—

charming of names and endeared by |
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Where'eor T go-=whnt lands [ see
A hope and mom'ry b Lo e,

¥i
As orleons in morning light
Which quiver in the lambent air, -
Or Iark's shrill note of clear delignt
O'er meadows green sud fair,
Bindd ‘ronad my soul thy magic power,
Muadonoa in seoh flitting honr.

i,
Why doth thy face call oall up s thonght,
Of long ago—forgotien long,
Of childish daya—unheard, nnsought
The tracery of & mother's song 7
'Tia that thy looks, Madonna mild,
Remind me of one, when bt u chill

viu.
I tender then in ke dear name
My homage, queen of land and sen ;

"Tis fancy—yet s one to blame,
Whao linka his siofher’s nome with Doav »

Who comes in dreams, with star-lit oyes,
While a ellent gull Letween them lies,
1X.
I seo a picture of long sgo
I feel sgain, s mother's hand
Caress my brow—and soft and low,
Hhe apeaks to me in fairy lsnd
Her tender tones, my duties tesch,
Her oyen glenm love at lisping speccl;,
X.
Yet never more on this fair earth
Can I & mother's form recall,
Nor trait, or tone, nor look of mirth,
Or word of joy from funeral pall--
For I was young, when she in peace,
Paseed from the earth 'till time shall coase.

XL

1 could not know her love and grace,

Yet, oh Madonna, she seems to me,
Where'eer she is, in realms of space,
The one who most resembles thee ;

And parer than snow on elond-capped hill
Her robes are purer, whiter atill.

XIL

Do I but dream of those pale lips,

A fantasy to make me grieve
And hide in shadow of eclipse,

The golden hopes of Christmas Eve ¥
Madonna no !'—a mnile—a tear

Although thow cansl not ; witl not hear !

It must not be forgotten that while
Protestants banished pictures and statu-
ary from the churches, becanse of their
degradation into mere idol worship, they
relegated these art treasures to galleries,
public and private, where, as studies,
they serve to humanize and civilize men-
kind, Hence it is no violation of taste
to address in poetic form of expression
these or any other inanimate things of
beauty, either in art or nature. Milton's
invocation to light, Coleridge's hymn to
Meunt Blanc and Horace Smith's ad-
dresses to the Mummy and the Brazen
Head are readily recalled, but it would
take a large catalogue to enumerate the
tributes in verse to God's, rivers, monn-
tains, woods, streams and other lifeless
objects. Byron was not accredited by
the public with being devout, and his
clear brain was above allfsuperistition,
yet he has in Manfred and Childe Har-
old glorified both nature and art in lan-
guage unexcelled,and inthe island scene
between Haidee and Juan in the 3d
canto of Don Juan, he has paid a tribute
to the Maddona of art, which voices the
sentiment of all cultured minds, and
might be chanted in any Protestant

Church without violation of belief,
“For tho

That paiutiog 18 oo 1ol i beo HEats *trike
The myth of Pygmalion and his statue
of the goddess Diana is familiar to clas-
sical scholars. It has been degraded in
the modern drama and Diana has been
turned into Galatea, who was a water
myth, and with whom the story of Pyg-
malion has no connection. There is a
poem addressed to Galatea in the holi-
day number of the Graphic News, in
which, whatever may be the merit of
the verse, the writer shows his ignorance
of mythology, by adopting the wretched
dramatic version, and treating Galatea
a8 the statue of Pygmalion endowed
with life,and beloved by the artist,when
her only lover was Polyphemus, the
one-eyed Cyclops encountered by Ulys-
i, C. H. CoLrixs,
Hillsboro, 0., December 1, 1888,

The First Keen Twinge.

As the season advances, the pains and schen
hioh rheumatism makes itself known,
I.ayu A i , Are

after svery exposure, It is
Hood's u.hsw.::

Healthy Hillsbore.

This city is celebrated as a healthy
place, but the general health has never
been better than at present. There have
been but six deaths in the city since
September 28, or for the past three
months. Of these, two were quite old,
two were middle aged and two were
children, The paupers are living well,
too, as there has not been a single coffin
ordered by the township in the same
time, There has not been a case of acar-
let fever or diphtheria reported to the
Board of Health for three weeks, and all
the cases reported were quite lighs, It
is probable that the “quamntine will be
lifted’’ and the library opened for circu-
lation beginning with the new year,
This is & health record to be proud of,
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List of unclalmed loiters remaining in the
Post Ofice a4 Hillsboro, 0., Dec, 254, 1888 :
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